SCENE    VI

THE  GODS  DEPART

How, on landing at Spalato, I heard the Emperor

Diocletian discussing the world and saw him

witnessing a martyrdom of Christians

IT was in July, 1913, an ominous date, for Europe
was fermenting with wars and rumours of wars
leading to the outbreak of one year later. The
Balkans as usual were the danger-point, threatening
explosion, and for some years I had known those
beautiful and distracted homes of violent nationalism.
In September, 1911, I had been in Albania with
Edith Durham, whom the Albanians saluted with the
well-deserved title of Kralitza or Queen. On behalf
of a British Relief Society we were distributing what
material for hut-building and medicine for malaria
we could supply. For the Turks had stamped down
an Albanian rising in the customary Turkish manner.
As we were then riding along the coast near Alessio,
we saw sudden disturbance among a large body of
Turkish troops, and a German-speaking Turkish
officer said to us: " The Italians have seized Tripoli.
It's all owing to that cursed Abdul Hamid. We have
no fleet. Only England can save us! " Turning to
me, Edith Durham said at once : " It is the begin-
ning ", and her instinct, founded on knowledge, was
right, For seven years Europe was to have no peace.

85